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POEMS OF LIAM MOR OF THE HILLS
These were the words which she spoke to me,

Neath our trysting birk in the field,

Where the stream with its silvery feet ran swift,..

Out from the bosky weald.

"Go if you must, from the land of Ayr,

To guard the sovereign crown,

Eu- I'll be looking for you again,

When the leaves come tumbling down."

She kissed me and ran, I was left alone.

There by the birk in the field.

And I saw the letters C. K. on the bark,
With my heart before as a shield.

* * * * *, :* * * * *

Many a night has my weary head.

Been laid on a bed of bones,

Many a night has my pillows been,

Long dead sticks and stones.

But every night syne I left the Ayr,

Has she graced my soldier dreams.

And every night I can hear her voice,

In the singing rush of the streams.

Sweet little lass, she did not know,
That a soldier cannot come.
Back to his land when he would go.

He must answer the call of the drum.

The time when the leaves were scarlet and brown,
Found me still on the alien shore.

And tho they came tumbling in myriads down,
I knew she would see me no more.

For a voice of a banshee, old and weird,

I heard on the field one night.

And next day the battle in which we fought,

Was the last which we had to fight.**********
I came to the birk an hour before.

The twilight rose bloomed in the west.

But a still little voice within me cried.

And filled me with sad unrest.

I waited long, but she did not come,
I waited till night was old,

Till the moon like a galleon sailed in the sky,

With sails of the yellow gold.

Then I went my way alone once more,
I fled to the healing hills.

And I sought to forget my aching grief.

In the glens where nature spills,

Her precious box of numberless jewels,

Where dawn is lean gray hound.

Where the hush and love of the evening comes.

And .strew roses all around.

It was there one day in the early spring,

That I learned how my lassie died.

From a stranger who came from the world beyond.
But who'd lived by the old Ayrside.

He said that she pined like a snowy rose.

Whose petals fall one by one.

Then quietly droops to its lasting sleep.

When the day of its life is done.

He said that she did not cry nor weep.

Her heart was too great to cry,

But her spirit's temple wasted away,

Like a w:ind torn cloud of the sky.

And thes3 were the words she murmured then.

When the light of her life was low,

"Tell him that I shall meet him where
The roses of heaven blow.

Tell him that I shall be with him,
In the quiet of evening fair,

And tell him that I send him my kiss.

From the bonnie banks of Ayr."

Now as I sit in the lonely glen.

By the flow of the mountain stream.
She comes and comforts as she always did,

And she lives in my every dream.

And every time the gentle rain,

Falls from the sweet, blue sky.

It places her kiss upon my cheek.
That the low winds fan and dry.

Her kiss and my tears are mingled then,

Are one and shall never part.

The same as her spirit lives in me.
And is one with my own poor heart.

Where roses of heaven blow we'll meet.
Those were the words she said.
Oh, how I long for the day when I

Shall rest wtih the happy dead.
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